"When we dug 3em up last fall," she told her guest,
"I'd put a red one in Isom's right hand         a yellow

one In his left. Then I'd say, *A11 right, Isom, give me

the red one.9 He'd never fail to hold out his left Shand^
If I just looked at long enough he5d hold out
both hands* 4Bidn^t I tell you to hold that red one in
your right hand?9 I'd say, ^Yessum^ here 'tia/ and out
would come his left hand again* *That ain't your right
hand, stupid/ I'd say. 'Dat's de one you said wuz my
right hand a while ago/           says. Ain't that so,

nigger?" Miss Jenny glared at Isom, who again per-
formed his deprecatory effacing moYement behind the
slow equanimity of Ms grin,

"Yessum, I ^speek It is."

"You'd better," Miss Jenny rejoined warnlngly*
"Now, how can anybody have a decent garden9 with a
fool like that? I expect every spring to find corn or
lespedeza coming up in the hyacinth beds or some-
thing." She examined the tulips again, weighing the
balanced colors one against the other in her mind.
"No, you don't want any tulips," she decided^ moving
on.

"No, Miss Jenny/5 the guest agreed demurely* They
went on to the gate, and Miss Jenny stopped and took
the basket from Isom*

"And you go           and take that thing off^ you

hear?"

"Yessum."

"And I want to look out that window in a few min-
utes and see you In the garden with that hoe again/5
she added. "And I want to see both of your hands on it
this time* and I want to see It moving, too. You hear
me?"

"Yessum."
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